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UN POETE 


Le soir charmant et flou que la nuit brusque achéve, 
Est comme un ami mort qu'on revoit dans un réve; 
Un train séme son cri. Le ciel 4 l'horizon 

Semble une pale, immense et légére cloison, 

Ot le nuage met sa suave guirlande; 

Tant que, si l'on était un bon Saint de Légende, 

On partirait avec du pain sec et du miel 

Pout le rivage heureux ot: Ton touche le ciel. 
L'herbe jeune et crépue est une brebis verte; 

On voit le salon clair par la fenétre ouverte. 

Eros, qui se proméne avec des pieds mouillés, 
Répare son carquois rempli de fers rouillés, 

Et laisse en paix mon cceur meurtri par ses saccages. 
Les arbres sont peuplés comme de grandes cages; 
Le parfum pleut sur moi d'un vernis de Japon; 

La terre a la fraicheur d'une berge ou d'un pont, 

Et je vois, longuement et sans un geste d'ailes, 

Ces petits voiliers noirs que sont les hirondelles 
Cingler sur un flot pur vers d'invisibles ports. 
Emotion divine! Adorables transports! 

Mon esprit allégé, pour le réve appareille! 


Cent mille bruits confus me tournent dans l'oreille; 
Ma chaise longue est la.--Le Monde est alentour! 

Je me sens au sommet d'une impalpable tour 

Que n'atteindra jamais la laideur ennemie! 

L'air parfumé m'enroule ainsi qu'une momie, 

Je sens ses linges fins me coller aux genoux; 

Ma main gauche, qui pend parmi les rosiers mous, 
Trouve la douceur souple et lourde qu'on remarque 
Lorsqu'on laisse trainer son bras hors d'une barque, 
Dans le calme chauffé des lacs italiens. 

Je ne veux plus ce soir de terrestres liens, 

Ma joie est un jet d'eau qui jamais ne retombe! 

Un prodige inout m'évitera la tombe; 

On est mort avant moi, mais sait-on si je meurs? 
L'avenir plein d'appels, de drapeaux, de rumeurs, 
Est un royaume ouvert que mon désir pavoise! 


O calme, 6 tout petit jardin de Seine-et-Oise... 
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FOUR SONNETS FROM A SONNET-SEQUENCE 


Quickly and pleasantly the seasons blow 

Over the meadows of eternity, 

As wave on wave the pulsings of the sea 

Merge and are lost, each in the other's flow. 

Time is no lover; it is only he 

That is the one unconquerable foe, 

He is the sudden tempest none can know, 

Winged with swift winds the none may hope to flee. 


Fair child of loveliness, these endless fears 
Are nought to us; let us be gods of stone, 
And set our images beyond the years 

On some high mount where we can be alone. 
And thou shalt ever be as now thou art, 

And I shall watch thee with untroubled heart. 


I 


Then judge me as thou wilt, I cannot flee, 

I cannot turn away from thee forever, 

For there are bonds that wisdom cannot sever 
And slaves with souls far freer than the free. 
Such strong desires the universal Giver 

With unknown plan has buried deep in me 
That the exquisite joy of watching thee 

Has dominated all my life's endeavor. 


Thou weariest of having me so near, 
I feel the scorn thou hast within thy heart, 


And yet thy face has never seemed so dear 

As now, when I am minded to depart. 

Though thou shouldst drive me hence, I love thee so 
That I would watch thee when thou dost not know. 


Tl 


Fly, joyous wind, through all the wakened earth 

Now when the portals of the dawn outpour 

A myriad wonders from the radiant store 

Of spring's deep passion and loud-ringing mirth. 

Cry to the world that I despair no more, 

Heart greets my heart and hope has proved its worth; 
Fly where the legions of the sun have birth, 

Chant everywhere and everywhere adote. 


Circle the basking hills in fragrant flight, 

Shout Rapture! Rapture! if sweet sorrow passes, 
And whisper low in intimate delight 

My love-song to the undulating grasses. 

Grief is no more, love rises with the spring, 

O fly, free wind, and Rapture! Rapture! sing. 


IV 


Long after both of us are scattered dust 

And some strange souls perchance shall read of thee, 
Finding the yearnings that have crushed from me 
These poor confessions of my love and trust, 

I know how misinterpreted will be 

These lines, for men will laugh, or more unjust, 
Thinking not once of love, but only lust, 

Will stain the vesture of our memory. 


And yet a few there may be who will feel 
My deep devotion and my true desires, 
And know that these unhappy words reveal 
Only new images in changeless fires; 

And they perchance will linger with a sigh 
To think that beauty such as thine must die. 


ROBERT HILLYER 
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SHE WALKS IN BEAUTY, LIKE THE NIGHT. 
By Lord Byron. 


She walks in beauty, like the night 
Of cloudless climes and starry skies, 
And all that’s best of dark and bright 
Meet in her aspect and her eyes, 
Thus mellow’d to that tender light 
Which heaven to gaudy day denies. 


One shade the mote, one ray the less 
Had half impaired the nameless grace 
Which waves in every raven tress 
Or softly lightens o’er her face, 
Where thoughts serenely sweet express 
How pure, how dear their dwelling place. 


And on that cheek and o’er that brow, 
So soft, so calm, yet eloquent, 


The smiles that win, the tints that glow 
But tell of days in goodness spent— 
A mind at peace with all below, 
A heart whose love is innocent. 
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"LOVE, I MARVEL WHAT YOU ARE" 


Love, I marvel what you are! 
Heaven in a pearl of dew, 
Lilies hearted with a star - 
All are you. 


Spring along your forehead shines 
And the summer blooms your breast. 
Graces of autumnal vines 

Round you test. 


Birds about a limpid rose 

Making song and light of wing 
While the warm wind sunny blows, - 
So you sing, 


Darling, if the little dust, 

That I know is merely I, 

Have availed to win your trust, 
Let me die. 


Trumbull Stickney [1874-1904] 


A CERTAIN YOUNG LADY 


There's a certain young lady, 

Who's just in her hey-day, 

And full of all mischief, I ween; 

So teasing! so pleasing! 

Capricious! delicious! 

And you know very well whom I mean. 


With an eye dark as night, 

Yet than noonday more bright, 

Was ever a black eye so keen? 

It can thrill with a glance, 

With a beam can entrance, 

And you know very well whom I mean. 


With a stately step - such as 

You'd expect in a duchess - 

And a brow might distinguish a queen, 
With a mighty proud air, 

That says "touch me who dare," 

And you know very well whom I mean. 


With a toss of the head 

That strikes one quite dead, 

But a smile to revive one again; 

That toss so appalling! 

That smile so enthralling! 

And you know very well whom I mean. 


Confound her! de'il take her! - 

A ctuel heart-breaker - 

But hold! see that smile so serene. 
God love her! God bless her! 


May nothing distress her! 
You know very well whom I mean. 


Heaven help the adorer 

Who happens to bore her, 

The lover who wakens her spleen; 

But too blest for a sinner 

Is he who shall win her, 

And you know very well whom I mean. 


Washington Irving [1783-1859] 
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SONNET XVIIL. 


Shall I compare thee to a summer's day? 
Thou art more lovely and more temperate: 
Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May, 
And summer's lease hath all too short a date: 
Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines, 
And often is his gold complexion dimm'd; 
And every fair from fair sometime declines, 
By chance or nature's changing course untrimm'd; 
But thy eternal summer shall not fade, 
Nor lose possession of that fair thou owest; 
Nor shall Death brag thou wander'st in his shade, 
When in eternal lines to time thou grow'st: 

So long as men can breathe, or eyes can see, 

So long lives this, and this gives life to thee. 


William Shakespeare 
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MEETING-HOUSE HILL 


I must be mad, or very tired, 

When the curve of a blue bay beyond a railroad track 

Is shrill and sweet to me like the sudden springing of a tune, 
And the sight of a white church above thin trees in a city square 
Amazes my eyes as though it were the Parthenon. 

Clear, reticent, superbly final, 

With the pillars of its portico refined to a cautious elegance, 
It dominates the weak trees, 

And the shot of its spire 

Is cool and candid, 

Rising into an unresisting sky. 

Strange meeting-house 

Pausing a moment upon a squalid hill-top. 

I watch the spire sweeping the sky, 

I am dizzy with the movement of the sky; 

I might be watching a mast 

With its royals set full 

Straining before a two-reef breeze. 

I might be sighting a tea-clipper, 

Tacking into the blue bay, 

Just back from Canton 

With her hold full of green and blue porcelain 

And a Chinese coolie leaning over the rail 

Gazing at the white spire 

With dull, sea-spent eyes. 


Amy Lowell 
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THE MAIDEN OF KATSUSHIKA 


Where in the far-off eastern land 
The cock first crows at dawn, 
The people still hand down a tale 
Of days long dead and gone. 


They tell of Katsushika's maid, 

Whose sash of country blue 

Bound but a frock of home-spun hemp, 
And kittle coarse to view; 


Whose feet no shoe had e'ert confined, 
Nor comb passed through her hair; 
Yet all the queens in damask robes 
Might nevermore compate. 


With this dear child, who smiling stood, 
A flow'ret of the spring-- 

In beauty perfect and complete, 

Like to the moon's full ring. 


And, as the summer moths that fly 
Towards the flame so bright, 

Or as the boats that deck the port 
When fall the shades of night, 


So came the suitors; but she said:-- 
"Why take me for your wife? 

Full well I know my humble lot, 

I know how short my life." 


So where the dashing billows beat 
On the loud-sounding shore, 
Hath Katsushika's tender maid 
Her home for evermore. 


Yes! 'tis a tale of days long past; 
But, listening to the lay, 

It seems as I had gazed upon 
Her face but yesterday. 


_Anon_. 
The Project Gutenberg EBook of Japanese Literature, by Various 








QUANDO SARO PARTITA. 


Quando saro partita, piangerai. 


Alta la testa e il viso indifferente, 

Riderai forte, riderai sovente; 

Ma la mia voce non soffocherai, 

Che in fondo al cor ti sonera fremente. 
No! la mia voce non la scorderai. 


Quando saro partita, studierai 

Chino sovra i tuoi libri attentamente; 

Ma ti staré dinnanzi sorridente, 

Ed echeggiar nel vuoto core udrai 

Il suon del riso mio, lieto, insistente. 
Il mio sorriso non lo scorderai. 


Quando saro partita, ingrasserai; 
Mangerai bene; e pacificamente 
La notte dormirai. Ma, in sogno, ardente 


Sul viso il soffio mio ti sentirai, 
Ei baci miei ti renderan demente: 
Le mie catezze non le scorderai. 


Quando saro partita, m'amerai; 

Diverrai meco tenero, indulgente, 

M'amerai capricciosa ed insolente. 

Leggera e senza cuore m'amerai. 

Mi stenderai le braccia avidamente 
E desolato mi richiamerai! 


Quando saro partita, piangerai. 


The Project Gutenberg EBook of Lirica, by Annie Vivanti 











HIGHLY DELIBERATE POEM 


“Mother 0’ mi-t-ine, mother 0’ mi-t-ine, 
Sweet as uh ro-ose in thuh spring-ti-t-ime’-- 


The man who bawls this song 

Has the face of a spell-bound, hairless rat. 
Entranced within a spotlight, 

He borrows unconsciously 
Another voice from despait. 

The ordinary squeak of his life 

Is paralyzed, and fear of death 
Lends him a tenor voice 

To supplicate the Catcher. 

But the audience fails to understand 
And makes flat sounds of glee 
With hands ... Death, quietly 
Disgusted at this blind approval, 
Takes away the spotlight. 


Now safe, the rat presents 

Jerks of gratitude and scampers off 

To gnaw at his wife within their dressing-room. 
That squeezed-in bag of piteous 
Mythologies described as heart 

Has opened in one thousand people 
And received a vision 

Of past solicitude for other bags. 

The rat repeats this feat and wins 
Varieties of coarse sweetmeats. 

At sixty the rat will be a gorged 
Machiavelli, wondering 

Whether he has not blundered. 

Death finds no interest in killing rats 
And often allows them to live, 
Preferring instead the less buried souls 
Of a poet or a child of ten. 

But the rat has found a fear 

Within the second eyes of whiskey 
And relates it to his wife. 

“Say, May, this thing is funny! 

You won't believe me, but tonight 

Just before I started the act 

I felt like I was gonna die. 

What in hell is wrong with me? 

This booze must be drivin’ me bughouse. 
Well, move a leg, and get that thousand 
Faulkner promised you, and stop 
Sitting there and staring at me.” 

Death, who has listened with fastidious 
Ennui, strolls off to slay 

A negro infant newly born. 
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FRAGMENTARY BLUE 


Why make so much of fragmentary blue 

In here and there a bird, or butterfly, 

Or flower, or wearing-stone, or open eye, 
When heaven presents in sheets the solid hue? 


Since earth is earth, perhaps, not heaven (as yet)— 
Though some savants make earth include the sky; 
And blue so far above us comes so high, 

It only gives our wish for blue a whet. 
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SONNET XXV 


A heavy heart, Belovéd, have I borne 

From year to year until I saw thy face, 

And sorrow after sorrow took the place 

Of all those natural joys as lightly worn 

As the stringed pearls, each lifted in its turn 
By a beating heart at dance-time. Hopes apace 
Were changed to long despairs, till God’s own grace 
Could scarcely lift above the world forlorn 

My heavy heart. Then thou didst bid me bring 
And let it drop adown thy calmly great 

Deep being! Fast it sinketh, as a thing 


Which its own nature does precipitate, 
While thine doth close above it, mediating 
Betwixt the stars and the unaccomplished fate. 
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THE IVY-WIFE 


I longed to love a full-boughed beech 
And be as high as he: 

I stretched an arm within his reach, 
And signalled unity. 

But with his drip he forced a breach, 
And tried to poison me. 


I gave the grasp of partnership 
To one of other race— 

A plane: he barked him strip by strip 
From upper bough to base; 

And me therewith; for gone my grip, 
My arms could not enlace. 


In new affection next I strove 
To coll an ash I saw, 

And he in trust received my love; 
Till with my soft green claw 

I cramped and bound him as I wove... 
Such was my love: ha-ha! 


By this I gained his strength and height 
Without his rivalry. 
But in my triumph I lost sight 


Of afterhaps. Soon he, 
Being bark-bound, flagged, snapped, fell outright, 
And in his fall felled me! 
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MID-DAY AT TRINITY 


The pigeons perch on Trinity, 
From cowls of saints they croon; 

In pious patience preen their wings 
Till Trinity strikes noon. 


They make their vows to visions fair, 
The maids with mid-day smiles; 

They wait their own communion sweet-- 
The crumbs along the aisles. 


And presently from Wall Street strolls 
A princess past a gate; 

She pries apart a paper box 
As if she scarce could wait. 


She sinks upon an old settee, 
Her luncheon in her lap; 

And other maidens follow hetr-- 
A scote or more, mayhap. 


The pigeons peer from pinnacles, 
They see their tables spread; 

The sugar and the spices strewn, 
The crusts of creamy bread. 


The saints upon the walls maintain 
Their attitudes benign; 

But conquered by confusing quests, 
The doves drift down to dine. 
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HUNTRESS 


Come, blunt your spear with us, 
out pace is hot 

and out bare heels 

in the heel-prints-- 

we stand tense--do you see-- 
are you already beaten 

by the chase? 


We lead the pace 

for the wind on the hills, 
the low hill is spattered 
with loose earth-- 

out feet cut into the crust 
as with spears. 


We climbed the ploughed land, 
dragged the seed from the clefts, 
broke the clods with our heels, 
whirled with a parched cry 

into the woods: 


_Can you come, 
can you come, 


can you follow the hound trail, 
can you trample the hot froth?_ 


Spring up--sway forward-- 
follow the quickest one, 

aye, though you leave the trail 
and drop exhausted at our feet. 
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LIFE 


Life, 
The unloosening of hands 
--The unloosening of little hands-- 
About the heart. 
The welling up of tears: 
Old habits, old deaths, good-bye! 
You are sacred ground under my on-faring, 
I shall tread so lightly that you will not feel my leave-taking? 
Yet the breath of a new world--the ever promised-land--exalts my 
nostrils. 
Iam on the war-path towards peace: 
The peace of single choice. 
Determination--onward, 
Evolutions open your arcana, 
Shower down your nearest spears of truth, 
Great fear throbs in me, fear that leads me on, 
I have shut my eyes long enough 
--Shut eyes grow blindl-- 
Clinging to just one little human life! 
Limiting, repressing all it would not share, 
I who had an easy world to give 


In the first heart-beats of my hope-- 
Yet now, with forty years, has come another youth 
--A youth in which I recognize myself! 
--Myself, how long you've lingered, waited, strayed-- 
Beauty seems an empty shell--out-worn. 
Great longing of my sea, break forth, be uncontained1... 
Count not your shipwrecks--every spar may save. 
So I, not cruelly, not impetuously, 
But with keen, shrewd resolve--rise up. 
Why do I rise on timid stealthy feet? 
In the dark to take leave of the dark, 
To kiss the eyes of night farewell, 
And turn love's withered face full on the dawn. 
May the dawn learn through me, 
Not tint and play with empty shadows here, 
But raise the arch of triumph of its day. 
... [hear a sound as of a world on flame. 
My past a burning city? 
Shall I look round? 

--Salt of my earth: all my tears crystalized! 
You'd call me back into the phantom house? 
--O, Psyche holding high your awkward lamp, 
O, Psyche, loved in darkness, see the day! 
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WINTER IN THE COUNTRY 


Sweet life! how lovely to be here 
And feel the soft sea-laden breeze 
Strike my flushed face, the spruce’s fair 
Free limbs to see, the lesser trees’ 


Bare hands to touch, the sparrow’s cheep 
To heed, and watch his nimble flight 

Above the short brown grass asleep. 
Love glorious in his friendly might, 


Music that every heart could bless, 

And thoughts of life serene, divine, 
Beyond my power to express, 

Crowd round this lifted heart of mine! 


But oh! to leave this paradise 
For the city’s dirty basement room, 
Where, beauty hidden from the eyes, 
A table, bed, bureau and broom 


In corner set, two crippled chairs 
All covered up with dust and grim 
With hideousness and scars of years, 
And gaslight burning weird and dim, 
Will welcome me.... And yet, and yet 
This very wind, the winter birds, 
The glory of the soft sunset, 
Come there to me in words. 
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ASHES OF LIFE 


Love has gone and left me and the days are all alike; 

Eat I must, and sleep I will,--and would that night were here! 
But ah!--to lie awake and hear the slow hours strike! 

Would that it were day again!--with twilight near! 


Love has gone and left me and I don't know what to do; 
This or that or what you will is all the same to me; 

But all the things that I begin I leave before I'm through,-- 
There's little use in anything as far as I can see. 


Love has gone and left me,--and the neighbors knock and borrow, 
And life goes on forever like the gnawing of a mouse,-- 

And to-morrow and to-mortow and to-morrow and to-morrow 
There's this little street and this little house. 
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THE TOWN BETWEEN THE HILLS 


The further the little girl leaped and ran, 
The further she longed to be; 

The white, white fields of jonquil flowers 
Danced up as high as her knee 

And flashed and sparkled before her eyes 
Until she could hardly see. 

So into the wood went she. 


It was quiet in the wood, 


It was solemn and grave; 

A sound like a wave 

Sighed in the tree-tops 

And then sighed no more. 

But she was brave, 

And the sky showed through 
A bird’s-egg blue, 

And she saw 

A tiny path that was running away 
Over the hills to--who can say? 
She ran, too. 

But then the path broke, 

Then the path ended 

And wouldn’t be mended. 


A little old man 
Sat on the edge, 
Hugging the hedge. 
He had a fire 
And two eggs in a pan 
And a paper poke 
Of pepper and salt; 
So she came to a halt 
To watch and admire: 
Cunning and nimble was he! 
“May I help, if I can, little old man?” 
“Bravo!” he said, 
“You may dine with me. 
I’ve two old eggs 
From two white hens 
And a loaf from a kind ladie: 
Some fresh nutmegs, 
Some cutlet ends 
In pink and white paper frills: 


And--I’ve--got 
A little hot-pot 
From the town between the hills.” 


He nodded his head 
And made her a sign 
To sit under the spray 
Of a trailing vine. 


But when the little girl joined her hands 
And said the grace she had learned to say, 
The little old man gave two dreadful squeals 
And she just saw the flash of his smoking heels 
As he tumbled, tumbled 
With his two old eggs 
From two white hens, 

His loaf from a kind ladie, 

The fresh nutmegs, 

The cutlet-ends 

In the pink and white paper frills. 
And away rumbled 

The little hot-pot, 

So much too hot, 

From the town between the hills. 


1916. 
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AUGUST, 1914 


How still this quiet cornfield is to-night! 
By an intenser glow the evening falls, 
Bringing, not darkness, but a deeper light; 
Among the stooks a partridge covey calls. 


The windows glitter on the distant hill; 
Beyond the hedge the sheep-bells in the fold 
Stumble on sudden music and are still; 

The forlorn pinewoods droop above the wold. 


An endless quiet valley reaches out 

Past the blue hills into the evening sky; 
Over the stubble, cawing, goes a rout 

Of rooks from harvest, flagging as they fly. 


So beautiful it is, I never saw 

So great a beauty on these English fields, 
Touched by the twilight’s coming into awe, 
Ripe to the soul and rich with summet’s yields. 


* * * * * 


These homes, this valley spread below me here, 
The rooks, the tilted stacks, the beasts in pen, 
Have been the heartfelt things, past-speaking dear 
To unknown generations of dead men, 


Who, century after century, held these farms, 
And, looking out to watch the changing sky, 
Heard, as we hear, the rumours and alarms 
Of war at hand and danger pressing nigh, 


And knew, as we know, that the message meant 
The breaking off of ties, the loss of friends, 
Death, like a miser getting in his rent, 

And no new stones laid where the trackway ends, 


The harvest not yet won, the empty bin, 
The friendly horses taken from the stalls, 
The fallow on the hill not yet brought in, 
The cracks unplastered in the leaking walls, 


Yet heard the news, and went discouraged home, 
And brooded by the fire with heavy mind, 

With such dumb loving of the Berkshire loam 
As breaks the dumb hearts of the English kind, 


Then sadly rose and left the well-loved Downs, 
And so by ship to sea, and knew no more 

The fields of home, the byres, the market towns, 
Nor the dear outline of the English shore, 


But knew the misery of the soaking trench, 
The freezing in the rigging, the despair 

In the revolting second of the wrench 
When the blind soul is flung upon the air, 


And died (uncouthly, most) in foreign lands 

For some idea but dimly understood 

Of an English city never built by hands 

Which love of England prompted and made good. 


* * * * K 


If there be any life beyond the grave, 
It must be near the men and things we love, 


Some power of quick suggestion how to save, 
Touching the living soul as from above, 


An influence from the Earth from those dead hearts 
So passionate once, so deep, so truly kind, 

That in the living child the spirit starts, 

Feeling companioned still, not left behind. 


Surely above these fields a spirit broods, 

A sense of many watchers muttering near, 

Of the lone Downland with the forlorn woods 
Loved to the death, inestimably dear, 


A muttering from beyond the veils of Death 
From long-dead men, to whom this quiet scene 
Came among blinding tears with the last breath, 
The dying soldier’s vision of his queen. 


All the unspoken worship of those lives 

Spent in forgotten wars at other calls 

Glimmers upon these fields where evening drives 
Beauty like breath, so gently darkness falls, 


Darkness that makes the meadows holier still. 
The elm-trees sadden in the hedge, a sigh 
Moves in the beech-clump on the haunted hill, 
The rising planets deepen in the sky, 


And silence broods like spirit on the brae, 

A glimmering moon begins, the moonlight runs 
Over the grasses of the ancient way 

Rutted this morning by the passing guns. 
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A SONG OF THE ROLLING EARTH 


1 

A song of the rolling earth, and of words according, 

Were you thinking that those were the words, those upright lines? 
those curves, angles, dots? 

No, those are not the words, the substantial words are in the ground 
and sea, 

They are in the air, they are in you. 


Were you thinking that those were the words, those delicious sounds 
out of your friends' mouths? 
No, the real words are more delicious than they. 


Human bodies are words, myriads of words, 

(In the best poems re-appears the body, man's or woman's, 
well-shaped, natural, gay, 

Every part able, active, receptive, without shame or the need of shame.) 


Air, soil, water, fire--those are words, 

I myself am a word with them--my qualities interpenetrate with 
theirs--my name is nothing to them, 

Though it were told in the three thousand languages, what would 
air, soil, water, fire, know of my name? 


A healthy presence, a friendly or commanding gesture, are words, 
sayings, meanings, 

The charms that go with the mere looks of some men and women, 
are sayings and meanings also. 


The workmanship of souls is by those inaudible words of the earth, 


The masters know the earth's words and use them more than audible 
wotds. 


Amelioration is one of the earth's words, 

The earth neither lags nor hastens, 

It has all attributes, growths, effects, latent in itself from the jump, 

It is not half beautiful only, defects and excrescences show just as 
much as perfections show. 


The earth does not withhold, it is generous enough, 

The truths of the earth continually wait, they ate not so conceal'd either, 
They are calm, subtle, untransmissible by print, 

They are imbued through all things conveying themselves willingly, 
Conveying a sentiment and invitation, I utter and utter, 

I speak not, yet if you hear me not of what avail am I to you? 

To bear, to better, lacking these of what avail am IP 


(Accouche! accouchez! 
Will you rot your own fruit in yourself there? 
Will you squat and stifle there?) 


The earth does not argue, 

Is not pathetic, has no arrangements, 

Does not scream, haste, persuade, threaten, promise, 
Makes no disctiminations, has no conceivable failures, 
Closes nothing, refuses nothing, shuts none out, 

Of all the powers, objects, states, it notifies, shuts none out. 


The earth does not exhibit itself nor refuse to exhibit itself, 
possesses still underneath, 

Underneath the ostensible sounds, the august chorus of heroes, the 
wail of slaves, 

Persuasions of lovers, curses, gasps of the dying, laughter of young 
people, accents of bargainers, 


Underneath these possessing words that never fall. 


To her children the words of the eloquent dumb great mother never fail, 
The true words do not fail, for motion does not fail and reflection 
does not fall, 
Also the day and night do not fall, and the voyage we pursue does not 
fall. 


Of the interminable sisters, 

Of the ceaseless cotillons of sisters, 

Of the centripetal and centrifugal sisters, the elder and younger sisters, 
The beautiful sister we know dances on with the rest. 


With her ample back towards every beholder, 

With the fascinations of youth and the equal fascinations of age, 

Sits she whom I too love like the test, sits undisturb'd, 

Holding up in her hand what has the character of a mirror, while her 
eyes glance back from it, 

Glance as she sits, inviting none, denying none, 

Holding a mirror day and night tirelessly before her own face. 


Seen at hand or seen at a distance, 

Duly the twenty-four appear in public every day, 

Duly approach and pass with their companions or a companion, 

Looking from no countenances of their own, but from the 
countenances 

of those who are with them, 

From the countenances of children or women or the manly 
countenance, 

From the open countenances of animals or from inanimate things, 

From the landscape or waters or from the exquisite apparition of the 
sky, 

From our countenances, mine and yours, faithfully returning them, 

Every day in public appearing without fall, but never twice with the 


same companions. 


Embracing man, embracing all, proceed the three hundred and 
sixty-five resistlessly round the sun; 

Embracing all, soothing, supporting, follow close three hundred and 
sixty-five offsets of the first, sure and necessary as they. 


Tumbling on steadily, nothing dreading, 

Sunshine, storm, cold, heat, forever withstanding, passing, carrying, 
The soul's realization and determination still inheriting, 

The fluid vacuum around and ahead still entering and dividing, 

No balk retarding, no anchor anchoring, on no rock striking, 

Swift, glad, content, unbereav'd, nothing losing, 

Of all able and ready at any time to give strict account, 

The divine ship sails the divine sea. 
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Whoever you are! motion and reflection are especially for you, 
The divine ship sails the divine sea for you. 


Whoever you are! you are he or she for whom the earth is solid and 
liquid, 

You are he or she for whom the sun and moon hang in the sky, 

For none more than you are the present and the past, 

For none more than you is immortality. 


Each man to himself and each woman to herself, is the word of the 
past and present, and the true word of immortality; 

No one can acquire for another--not one, 

Not one can grow for another--not one. 


The song is to the singer, and comes back most to him, 
The teaching is to the teacher, and comes back most to him, 
The murder is to the murderer, and comes back most to him, 


The theft is to the thief, and comes back most to him, 

The love is to the lover, and comes back most to him, 

The gift is to the giver, and comes back most to him--it cannot fail, 

The oration is to the orator, the acting is to the actor and actress 
not to the audience, 

And no man understands any greatness or goodness but his own, or 
the indication of his own. 
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I swear the earth shall surely be complete to him or her who shall 
be complete, 

The earth remains jagged and broken only to him or her who remains 
jagged and broken. 


I swear there is no greatness or power that does not emulate those 
of the earth, 

There can be no theory of any account unless it corroborate the 
theory of the earth, 

No politics, song, religion, behavior, or what not, is of account, 
unless it compare with the amplitude of the earth, 


Unless it face the exactness, vitality, impartiality, rectitude of 
the earth. 


I swear I begin to see love with sweeter spasms than that which 
responds love, 
It is that which contains itself, which never invites and never refuses. 


I swear I begin to see little or nothing in audible words, 

All merges toward the presentation of the unspoken meanings of the 
earth, 

Toward him who sings the songs of the body and of the truths of the 
earth, 

Toward him who makes the dictionaries of words that print cannot 
touch. 


I sweat I see what is better than to tell the best, 
It is always to leave the best untold. 


When I undertake to tell the best I find I cannot, 
My tongue is ineffectual on its pivots, 

My breath will not be obedient to its organs, 

I become a dumb man. 


The best of the earth cannot be told anyhow, all or any is best, 

It is not what you anticipated, it is cheaper, easier, nearer, 

Things are not dismiss'd from the places they held before, 

The earth is just as positive and direct as it was before, 

Facts, religions, improvements, politics, trades, are as real as before 
But the soul is also real, it too is positive and direct, 

No reasoning, no proof has establish'd it, 

Undeniable growth has establish'd it. 


> 
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These to echo the tones of souls and the phrases of souls, 
(If they did not echo the phrases of souls what were they then? 
If they had not reference to you in especial what were they then?) 


I swear I will never henceforth have to do with the faith that tells 
the best, 
I will have to do only with that faith that leaves the best untold. 


Say on, sayers! sing on, singers! 

Delve! mould! pile the words of the earth! 

Work on, age after age, nothing is to be lost, 

It may have to wait long, but it will certainly come in use, 

When the materials are all prepared and ready, the architects shall appeat. 


I swear to you the architects shall appear without fall, 


I swear to you they will understand you and justify you, 

The greatest among them shall be he who best knows you, and encloses 
all and is faithful to all, 

He and the rest shall not forget you, they shall perceive that you 
are not an iota less than they, 

You shall be fully glorified in them. 
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THE NEIGHBOUR 


Strange violin! Dost thou follow me? 

In many foreign cities, far away, 

Thy lone voice spoke to me like memory. 

Do hundreds play thee, or does but one play? 


Are there in all great cities tempest-tossed 
Men who would seek the rivers but for thee, 


Who, but for thee, would be forever lost? 

Why drifts thy lonely voice always to me? 

Why am I the neighbour always 

Of those who force to sing thy trembling strings? 
Life is more heavy--thy song says-- 

Than the vast, heavy burden of all things. 
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THE HAWK 


‘Call down the hawk from the air; 
Let him be hooded or caged 

Till the yellow eye has grown mild, 
For larder and spit are bare, 

The old cook enraged, 

The scullion gone wild. 


I will not be clapped in a hood, 
Nor a cage, nor alight upon wrist, 
Now I have learnt to be proud 
Hovering over the wood 

In the broken mist 

Or tumbling cloud.’ 


"What tumbling cloud did you cleave, 
Yellow-eyed hawk of the mind, 

Last evening? that I, who had sat 
Dumbfounded before a knave, 
Should give to my friend 

A pretence of wit." 
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